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Once Upon A Prince
David Sandner
Onceupon a prince lived a handsome... no, no, no-you
know what I mean. Anyway, this prince and a beautiful
princess wereto be married and live happily ever after, but
that would make for an incredibly boring story. Fortunately, a wicked warlock lived nearby who also thought it
would be grand to marry a beautiful princess. The warlock
stole the princessaway and took her to his castle and locked
her in his tower until she would consent to marry him.
The prince went immediately to his fairy godmother who
lived on the edge of town in a giant hollowed out tomato.
He found her out back, wearing a one-piece, sunning
herself in a large carved-out zucchini lawn chair. The
prince, sighing often, told his troubles to the fairy.
Yes, your princess can be saved," she said, setting aside
her silver sun reflector and getting up from her chair.
Nothing to worry your handsome little head about."
She searched about her cabinets, finally taking down a
corked, green vial. She uncorked it and a foul-smelling
smoke poured forth.
Phew! Quickly, take this magic potion. Drink it, and
you become invisible."
He held his nose and drank the potion and his body
faded from sight. He removed his princely clothing, his
ruffled shirt, pantaloons, silver rings and belt, and his
princely red and silver cape, and became completely invisible.
"Drinking that stuff was the hard part," his godmother
said. "From here on in, it's easy. Just follow a few simple
rules. Don't make any noise on your way out of town or
you'll scare everybody. Don't cross the river at the forduse the bridge, or the touch of water will wash the potion
away. Don't go into the warlock's castle through the front
door, he'll be watching even for invisible things-use the
servant's entrance. And be careful."
The prince, happy at the thought of saving his beautiful
bride, thanked the fairy godmother profuselyand hummed
as he headed out of town.
"Have a good morning," he said as he passed some
tradesmen.
"Good morning, good morning," he said to everyone.
The townspeople on the street began to mutter and
look about for ghosts, but the prince took no notice at all,
and even broke into song. Worse, he was a lousy singer.
The people took up sticks and threw stones to drive the
disembodied voice from their town. Swinging their sticks,
they chased the prince, pelting him with rocks whenever
he cried out in pain.
The prince, to escape the mob, took the shortest way
into the forest, crossing at the ford, where the magic
promptly washed away. The naked, visible prince climbed
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out of the river on the other side. The townspeople hooted
and laughed, some still throwing stones. Little boys
mooned him and the younger women blushed, as custom
decrees, and were quite impressedby the handsomeprince.
The prince, embarrassed (and bare assed), angrily decided to finish his quest, come what may. He walked
straight through the forest to the warlock's castle and, to
regain a little princely dignity, strode through the front
door. The warlock saw him enter and, in between sips of
after dinner brandy, turned him into a giant toad.
The prince hopped back to his fairy godmother who,
having heard the gossip of the prince's troubles at the ford,
was expecting him.
"I can't change you back," she said," but if you want to
save your princess still, I will tell you a secret magic word
that you can say only once. This word will bring the
warlock's castle crashing down on top of him, The tower
will remain standing, and you go release your princess.
Whatever you do don't say the word before you reach the
warlock's castle."
She whispered in his ear,"The word is alakazam."
The prince left immediately for the castle, repeating
words that sounded like the magicword in order to remember it. He was very careful not to make any noise on his
way out of town, he used the bridge instead of the ford, but
he forgot the magic word while passing through the forest.
"Sound's like," he said, "all want ham? Or allah's
ashram? No, no, it's alakazam, of course."
The forest shook and the trees from the castle to the
town fell to the ground. The prince dejectedly returned to
his fairy godmother who, living in the edge of town, had
seen the forest fall and was expecting him.
"Take this diamond sword," she said, "and with it you
can defeat the warlock. Whatever you do, don't let this
out of your hand!"
The prince headed triumphantly back to the castle. He
was so happy that as he hopped over fallen trees and saw
some daisies, he decided to stop and pick them for his
soon-to-be released princess. He put the sword down and
the yellow dwarf leapt out from behind a mysterious
cabbage and ran off with it.
"Take this magic water to the castle," said the fairy
godmother when he returned to her home, "and splash it
over the warlock. And whatever you do .... "
The vial slipped from the prince's webbed fingers and
broke on the ground.
"Right," said the fairy, "don't drop it. O.K., let's try it
this way." She went inside and began to rummage in her
magic box. ''I'm nearly out of stuff that you haven't lost
or broken or used up. Ah, all right, take this magic wishing

ring. You have one wish.. Be specific.. Whatever yo~
do-no, no, nevermind, you JUSt handle this on your own.
The prince took the ring and put it on. The fairy
watched nervously.
"I wish," said the prince, "I was at the castle, no, no, the
warlock's castle, in the tower. Yes."
The prince disappeared and reappeared locked in the
warlock's tower with his princess.
"At least we're together," he said,
"But you're a toad," she said. The warl~ck laugh~
when he looked in on the princess and saw his new pnsoner.
Meanwhile, the fairy godmother made her own way
over the fallen forest and to the warlock's castle.
"Murray," the fairy godmother called and the warlock
appeared at the balcony of the tower.
"Damn it, Helen, you know not to call me that."

"Murray, I know he's stupid, this prince, but he:s my
godson, you know? Give him a break. And let the princess
out, she wouldn't marry you if you were all there was,
Murray. Look at yourself in the mirror-you're a thousand
years old. Y eech. So how about it?"
"Never," said the warlock, "as long as I stand on two

1 egs. "
"0.K.," the fairy godmother said, and turned him into
a goat. She then freed the beautiful princess and the handsome toad and spirited them back to her tomato home.
"Oh, but he's a toad," the princess said, and burst into
tears. The fairy godmother sighed.
"Whatever you do, lass," she said, "don't kiss him."
And what the princess did then let the fairy godmother
know the prince and the princess were a perfect match.

THE THREE CROWNED FLAME
David Sparenberg
In the great hearth of Reh Levi's kitchen, there once
lived a three crowned flame of exquisite beauty. Her name
was Havah and she was covered with scintillating freckles
from the top of her head to the tips of her toes. Her hair
was red and her eyes were radiant blue. For countless hours,
the other flames sang of her rapturous charms. Deep into
the night, the big fire crackled and hissed, praising such
subtle yet energetic dancing.
Now Reh Levi had for years been a student of the
ancient, mystical Kabbalah and possessed a distinct respect
for living forms. He held it his chief responsibility on earth
to preserve lives, especially those gracious entities who
brought warmth and light to others.
So it was that one afternoon, while standing before his
kitchen hearth, contemplating the mystery of the element
of fire, Levi saw this unique, dancing flame. Bending over
and moving his face nearer to the burning logs, he said,
"How like a maiden, carefreely playing among crisp
autumn leaves, is this one."
Upon those words, he turned to his housekeeper, Zelda,
and instructed her that from that day forward the hearth
fue was to be kept burning. Under no cin:wnstances should
it be allowed to die out! Nor were the logs to be haphazardly tossed into the fire, From then on, they would be
placed in one at a time, in sets of three-one, then a second
beside it, and the third on top.
After that, Reh Levi passed many hours before the
kitchen hearth, watching the three crowned flame as she
danced up each new pyramid of logs and renewed her claim

to life.
On a stark winter morning, however, Reb Levi drove
out of the village and traveled to visit his ailing rebbe, the
learned Rabbi Zalman. Levi's house was left in the charge
of his housekeeper, Zelda.
Now Zelda was a good natured but simple woman, with
a plump body and apple colored cheeks. Yankel, the
butcher's apprentice, was her sweetheart and he regularly
visited her in Reb Levi's kitchen.
On the same winter's day that Levi drove off for the
home of his teacher, Y ankel completed his butcher's apprenticeship. Being qualified to start his own ~osh~r meat
business, Y ankel now resolved to make Zelda his bride. He
went to Reb Levi's house and told her, "Zelda, I think it's
time I spoke to your father."
Zelda was speechless. Standing in the doorway, she kept
gaping like a fish. In fact, for a long time the two simple
people went on staring at one another in embarrassed
silence.
Finally, Zelda threw her hands up over her head. "Why
am I standing?" she cried. "A bride-to-be should be makin.g
preparations. Quick, Y ankel, I must go home and await
your arrival!" And she tossed off her apron and made haste
to lock up Reb Levi's doors.
Late that night, there was a harrowing blizzard. The
wind blew over the land and threw about gigantic quantities of snow. As the storm continued, snow blew down the
chimney of Reb Levi's kitchen. As the snow increased, the
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